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Jason whimpered, one hand looking for leverage as it clung to James’ thigh like an anchor. His vision swam if he 
attempted opening his eyes, so he opted to squeeze them shut instead. The blond's huge hands were wrapped 
up in his auburn curls, twirling them around the long fingers. The pull as James held his head in firm place 


made his scalp sting. 


So did his throat, it burnt unpleasantly with each movement. As James shoved himself in and struck the back 
with way too much force for it to be in any way pleasant. James wasn't small in any way, and it made the 
corners of his lips stretch too wide, as well. The wet noises were all that filled the room, along with James’ 
heavy panting echoing between the four walls. The taste of salty, bitter precum lingered on the bassist's 


tongue. 


And yet, he'd never been more aroused. Continuously rubbing his palm against his straining cock through the 
confined of tight jeans, Jason's hips bucked upwards. His mouth was crammed full of dick, golden blonde pubes 


brushing his nose every time he was forced to descend. The scent of musk and male and James filled his 
nostrils. It made him dizzy, like the most potent of drugs. It made his cock twitch and his balls tighten, the 


deep voice rumbling on a low note sending shivers through his body. 


The pace had been picked up, the thrusts becoming less fluid and more stuttering. Jason knew what it meant, 
it was always the same. James was close. So, he attempted to tighten his throat, sucked back with hollowing 
cheeks. Swallowed on the down stroke, his throat constricting around the length and Jason felt the falter in 
James. Felt the way the taller man's knees buckled and nearly sent him to the ground. He repeated the action, 
and felt the grip on his hair become more vicious. He rubbed faster, harder, focusing on the head of his own 


throbbing cock He should be disgusted by the violation, but instead it brought him to the brink of ecstasy. 


It went smoothly then, the blond's voice hitching as if on cue. Jason opened his eyes just in time to catch the 
way James' nose scrunched up, his bottom lip quivering. The full body shudder wracking the tall man, passed 
from his body into the brunets. Then all Jason could taste was sticky cum, shooting down his throat and into 
his mouth. Some dribbled from the corner of his mouth where it bubbled up. James always just kept cumming 
and it clouded the older man's senses. The bitter tang of it stung his nose, and triggered his own orgasm. One 
more rub to the head, the heel of his palm pressing down firmly, and he was gone. Soiling his jeans like a 


teenager. 


James didn't pull out until he was limp, the spent cock slipping easily from Jason's wet mouth. A pat on the 
head was given to the older boy, who remained on his knees. It was James' way of extending approval. When 
the bassist looked up from beneath heavy eyelids, he earned a satisfied glance. Then he was left alone to his 


own devices, watching James tuck himself back in, zip up and slip out the door. Again. 


Jason got up, brushing the dirt off his knees. Spitting on the ground. Clearing his throat. Making his way to the 
car and fumbling for his keys. Something was different this time. It took him several sleepless hours after he 
went to bed before he figured it out. It made his heart stop in his chest. This time, James had said his name. 


